144        THE THINGS  WE ARE

" I knew you'd say * Yes/ " said Bettington
sturdily.

" Honestly ? "

" Of course."

Boston brightened up, told of the food,
the bowls and the garden. While he listened
Bettington thought what a very odd person
he was. In ways you didn't expect. Fancy
his not seeing himself that he would have
said'' Yes " simply because he would have been
bound to. The difference was between saying
" Yes " and feeling " Yes."

Boston praised his lunch at St. Albans,
told of the hat and coat.

Perhaps he never said what he didn't
feel, thought Bettington. After all, he knew
very little about him. The kind of talk
they had had together had always been definite
about things, not people, or if about people
about people who were things, writers. It was
curious how little he knew of Boston's personal
feelings ; in a vague way he had made them
up or taken them for granted.

" Mrs. Williams told me about a woman
here, this morning. A queer story. One
doesn't know very much of what goes
on. . . ."

Bettington was unpacking his bag.   Boston